AMERICANS   ALL

over station WSBC.   Mr Voronka, who was earnest,
gay, and looked a little like Kerensky, had organized a
Russian-American Radio Club, and invited us to its
annual ball and cabaret in a Masonic Temple on North
Avenue,   So Lemmie dressed up gaily, and we went
and were welcome.  The dancing was interspersed with
entertainment, and we sat beside a Mr Chesley, who
turned out to be General Vladimir Ghesslavsky, and
now   runs   a   Russian-language   weekly   newspaper.
Another general we met was a delightful old gentleman
who is a night watchman in the stockyards.   There
were countesses, baronesses, chauffeurs, waitresses, and
a group of young Russians born in America who
worked in the steel-mills, had come in boots and blouses
as an amateur mandolin orchestra, and played the worst
music I have ever heard on earth. They were terrible.
A large impressive priest in vestments was Father
Timon Mular, of the Russian Cathedral, and there
were also present a number of intellectual Russian
Jews, both professional and proletarian, who begged me
to say that while Russian Jews admittedly are an
element in Red radicalism in America, the vast bulk of
the 3,000,000 are as good, loyal Americans as anybody,
and vote for Roosevelt, or against Roosevelt, or for
American Labour Party candidates, without caring
what happens to Stalin.  I repeat what they told me
because I am inclined to believe it is more or less true.
While Lemmie danced with the editor of Dawn, which
is the Chicago anti-Soviet daily, I met and talked with
a queer one named Eugene Moravsky, who was seated
at the table with some Russian prima donnas, and who
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